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And thankt the Goddess for the balm they
brought.
Yet to her women, withal so highly wrought By hope and care and waiting, she was mild And gentle-voiced, and playftd as a child That sups the moment's joy, and  nothing
heeds
Time past or time to come, but fills all needs With present  kindness.     She would laugh*
and talk,
Take arms, suffer embraces, even walk The terrace 'neath the eyes of all her fate, And seem to heed what they might show or
prate, As if her whole heart's heart were in this
house
And not at fearful odds and perilous. And should one speak of Paris, as to say, " Would that our lord might see thee go so
gay About his house! "    Gently she'd bend her
head Down to  her breast and  pluck a  vagrant
thread Forth from  her  tunic's  hem, and  looking
wise,
Gaze at her hand which on her bosom's rise Lit like a butterfly and quivered there.
Now in the dusk, with Paris otherwhere At council with the chieftains, into the hall To Helen there, was come, adventuring all,